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anywhere. On the western side of the Atlantic a severe storm
was raging.
As Paris correspondent of the New York Herald Tribune,
I deemed it my duty to cable an account of the crowd's
manifestations and in particular the flag incident. Representa-
tives of my bureau had seen it all. It developed the next day
that I alone of all American correspondents in Paris had sent
the news. One rival denied that anything of the kind had
occurred. In this I am loath to say that Ambassador Myron
T. Herrick—fighting always a desperate battle to keep
Franco-American relations on an even keel—gave an inter-
view saying that he had heard nothing of it. However, the
following day the Associated Press, on orders from its New
York headquarters, made a thorough check-up of all details
and wholly confirmed them.
It was on such a setting of international relationship that
Captain Charles Augustus Lindbergh, U.S. Army Reserve,
flew out of the night from New York in his monoplane, the
Spirit of St. Louis. It was from the wings of this same stage set-
ting that Mr. Herrick with extraordinary diplomatic acumen
used Captain Lindbergh to change a surly France into a
nation pouring out enthusiastic affection for America
through the blond young flier, the symbol. There has been
nothing like it in history.
It occurred to me that the old-style diplomacy with its
blandishments, its prevaricatory license and trumpery had
lost something forever. As a newspaper reporter I was never
overfond of diplomats. Socially as individuals they seldom
left much to be desired. Otherwise, they were seldom frank
and aboveboard with the press. When they became so it
generated a suspicion that there was an ax to grind and
usually such suspicions were noteworthy. There were ex-
ceptions to this rule of mine and I speak only for myself.

